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length arrived, nature seems to have retired to 
cradle her energies for the forth-coming spring ; 
the foliage of the trees is gone, our eye does not 
now rest upon its beauty, but we may still con- 
template the wonders of the ramifications of their 
boughs ; the security of their buds ; and the va- 
riety of their barks. The year now trembles in 
its decline ; the leafless and sapless trunks of the 
trees now stand like vegetable anatomies; the 
bloom of spring ; the richness of summer ; the 
fruits of autumn are past, and all that cheered 
those sunny days is changed, and December is 
announced to us in the hoarse winds, and in the 
presence of the terrible frosts ; but there is, as 
illustrated in our opening verse on this month, an 
advantage in the temporary lessening of the more 
obvious charms of nature, for when they are again 
unveiled by the young spring, we are assuredly 
more gratified at their re-appearance than if we 
had never missed them. Spring would not be so 
pleasant, but for the winter that preceded it ; and 
it is possible that the frost, and snow, and dark- 
ness, and storm, may even have a tendency to im- 
prove the hue or scent of the floral favourites 
which they conceal, for it has been remarked that 

“ In dimes full of sunshine, though splendid their dyes. 
Yet faint is the odour the flowers shed about ; 

’Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies 
That calls the full spirit of fragrancy out.” 

Even this inclement month is not without its 
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charms, for a few flowers now burst forth to en- 
liven it, in addition to the evergreens. The oak, 
beech, and hornbeam yet retain their leaves, the 
ash its keys, and the scarlet berries of the holly, 
and the white ones of the misletoe, are now con- 
spicuous, and particularly valued. 

“ How happily, how happily, the flowers die away! 

Oh could we but return to earth as easily as they ! 
Just live a life of sunshine, of innocence, and bloom. 
Then drop without decrepitude or pain into the tomb ! 

** The gay and glorious creatures ! they * neither toil 
nor spin,’ 

Yetlo ! what goodly raiments they’re all apparell’d in. 
No tears are on their beauty, but dewy gems more 
bright 

Than ever brow of Eastern queen endiadem’d with 
light. 

“ The young rejoicing creatures ! their pleasures never 
pall, 

Nor lose in sweet contentment, because so sweet to 
all! 

The dew, the showers, the sunshine, the balmy blessed 
air, 

Spend nothing of their freshness, though all may freely 
share. 

“ The happy careless creatines ! of time they take no 
heed ; 

Nor weary of its creeping, nor tremble at its speed ; 
Nor sigh with sick impatience, and wish the light 
away, 

Nor when ’tis gone, cry dolefully “would God that it 
were day.” 
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